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incognito; the most beautiful women Paris could
boast of, old maids, dowagers, and old and young
men pouring out their sentimental twaddle, and hold-
ing up to scorn their betters, congregated here. In
fact, Tortoni's became a sort of club for fashionable
people ; the saloons were completely monopolised by
them, and became the rendezvous of all that was
gay, and, I regret to add, immoral.

Gunter, the eldest son of the founder of the house
in Berkeley Square, arrived in Paris about this period,
to learn the art of making ice; for, prior to the
peace, our London ices and creams were acknow-
ledged, by the English as well as foreigners, to be
detestable. In the early part of the day, Tortoni's
became the rendezvous of duellists and retired offi-
cers, who congregated in great numbers to breakfast;
which consisted of cold pdtes, game, fowl, fish, eggs,
broiled kidneys, iced champagne, and liqueurs from
every part of the globe.

Though Tortoni succeeded in amassing a large
fortune, he suddenly became morose, and showed
evident signs of insanity : in fact, he was the most
unhappy man on earth. On going to bed one night,
he said to the lady who superintended the manage-
ment of his cafe, " It is time for me to have done
with the world." The lady thought lightly of what
he said, but upon quitting her apartment on the fol-
lowing morning, she was told by one of the waiters
that Tortoni had hanged himself.

Among the prominent and singular personages
who used daily to visit this cafe was the Eussian
Prince Tuffiakin, who was immensely rich, and
perhaps the greatest epicure in Paris. When he
attained the respectable age of seventy, he fell des- brigands,n,
